ile for binding. 
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Born 1820 
— Still going strong. 
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Porter (reassuringly, referring to the case of ‘‘ Johnnie Waiker”): “IT WILL BE ALL RIGHT BEHIND, SIR.” 
Traveller (nervously) : ‘‘ MayBE, BuT I’vE LEFT A CASE OF ‘ JOHNNIE WALKER’ BEHIND, BEFORE !” 


Portey : ** But IT’S MUCH SAFER IN THESE NON-REFILLABLE BOTTLES.” 


One cannot blame a traveller for being nervous lest his case of “ Johnnie Walker” Red Label be 
left behind, but it is reassuring to know that “ Johnnie Walker” is to be had everywhere. The 


sun never sets on “ Johnnie Walker,” nor on the particular man who asks for it. 


Every drop of “ Johnnie Walker” Red Label in a non-refillable bottle is over 10 years old. 
GUARANTEED SAME QUALITY THROUGHOUT THE WORLD. 


Agents : WILLIAMS & HUMBERT, 1158 Broadway, NEW YORK. 


JOHN WALKER & SONS, Lrp., Wuisky DisTitLers, KILMARNOCK, ScorTLanpb, 
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A Hyphenate Adds Seasoning to PUCK’S Tea-Pot 


Bang! Mr. John H. G. Witt has 
dropped a 42 cm. shell squarely into 
Puck’s sanctum, and we can’t say that 
his explosive seasoning adds anything 
but spice to this week’s brewing of the 
Tea Pot — in which the tempest seems 
ever to simmer.. Puckites, let us pre- 
sent a self-confessed hyphenate: 


PHILADELPIA. 
Dear Sm: 

Your levity as you express your slob- 
bering at the kaiser, or as you please 
to call him “ William Hohenzollern” 

"you say cost you 5 dollars.— 

My dear Sir! I am sure it cost you 
more than that, but what difference 
does that make, your neutral friends 
(?) and admirers will make up for 
that. their hand klapping perfectly 
imburses you for this loss. 

Mr Schroeder and Mrs Anna Krause 
were foolish in sending you their in- 
dignant letters, for just this gives you 
an opportunity to show your neutral 
subscribers with what supreeme con- 
tempt you threat the hyphens.— 

Mr Puck, all your slobbering on that 
Monarch counts no more as a dog bark- 
ing at the moon!—TI am sorry to tell 
you that: but it’s true. 

You and your esteemed contemporai- 
ries ar but the Clowns in the circus of 
the world — bound to amuse the audi- 
ences between acts, like in a regular 
circus.— 

Nothing is to dignefied for your ilk 

to touch it with your slobbering pen. 
— You do really nothing to shape the 
destiny of the world.—In your dense 
one sidedness you miss the trend of this 
war—you don’t seem to know “that 
Wilhelm Hohenzollern holds his ene- 
mies by the troath.— Mind” on their 
own grounds — “ Why? —to keep those 
pests out of his own land.— Some do- 
ings !— Isnt it? — The whole world was 
afraid for John Bull.— But not the 
kaiser. — He plucked a good deal of his 
proud feathers out of him, and releaved 
him of some of his prestige. — there is 
a strange traith about the brittish.— 
They are every werres to late. — 

All those smaler nations, depending 
upon him ar lost. — The were to late in 
Belgium —in Servia—in the Darda- 
nellse and the will be to late in Egypt 
and in Suetz you can be sure. 

While the Ententes bluster and lie 
the War Lord strikes swift and sure — 
licking them at every turn. — 

You better stopp lickin Johny Bulls 
booths. “ Why? — In the first place — 
he is standing in the mire, and they are 
not clean,— and second—he might in 
his mudled brain take it as an insult — 
and kick his dirty heel in your face. 

All your high english statesman, your 
Lords and Sirs and the king thrown in 
for good mesure combined are not fitt 
to hold a candle to the kaiser. — and his 
people know it,—they are proud of 
him, and love an revere him. — The 
Hohenzollerns devise is “ We feare God 
—but nothing in the world.” 

I tell you: when this war is added to 
The History of the world —the Kaiser 
will be the greatest hero in it. — There 


_and when Titania 
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is no paralell in all history to be com- 
parable with his achievments. 

Here Mr. Puck is the other side of 
the picture presented,— If you feel in- 
clined to reproduce it in your Journal 
— Help yourself and wellcome. You 
may smear as many of your witty com- 
ments on as you please. — The only fa- 
vor I ask is let me know please — 
what date you put it in—so that I can 
buy the number at a news stand and 
enjoy reading it. 

I am not a regulair subscriber, but 
ocationaly buy it to inform myself of 
the trend of it. 

On more Mr. Puck: no matter on 
which side your Simpathies or anthipa- 
thies are, dont slander. — It is not re- 
spectable ! — 

Resp. nay Most Respectfully 
a hyponated American 
Joun H. G. Wirr 


Now, we'll leave it to Mr. Witt if 
we've “smeared any of our witty com- 
ments ” on his effusion. Far be it from 
us to sully a document that could not 
have been improved upon by Wilhelm- 
strasse itself. 





The bouquets showered upon Puck 
since the issuance of the past few num- 
bers have fairly turned the little imp’s 
head. Outside of the pyrotechnics of 
our hyphenated friends, the Tea Pot’s 
brew has turned alarmingly to sugar, 
sweetly inquires 
“cream or lemon?” we are urged by a 
spirit of daredeviltry to demand the 
citrus slice. 

CuIcaco. 

Dear Pucxre: 


With my copy of the January 8th 
issue, I was presented with a little slip 
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entitled, “Your subscription expires 
with this issue.” 

Ye gods and little fishcakes, but that 
year certainly did hump some. 

However, I want to assure you that I 
do not wish to sever your good friend- 
ship and want you to keep me on your 
subscription list. 

I could no more do without you than 
the Kaiser could do without war! 

Frevine Foster. 





Burrato, N. Y. 
Dear Puck: 

Your magazine is one of the wonders 
of the age. No other magazine presents 
such an array of art, humor and infor- 
mation as yours. 

Hamilton King’s work is wonderful 
and Hy. Mayer, Dana Burnet and 
Heath Robinson will never be sur- 
passed. It seems to me that Pucx 
could not come out often enough to suit 
its readers. 

Hersert Hopxrns. 





Yonxers, N. Y. 
Eprror Puck: 

Anent the Holiday edition, ’tis a far 
cry from the decadent humorous week- 
ly of a decade ago to the scintillating 
Pucx of to-day. On the other hand 
methinks you rap too vociferously the 
irenical hyphenated diplomacy mani- 
fested by some of our fellow men, 

Yours for brotherly love, 
Frev’k W. Scuutz. 





New English Color Arrives 


In this number, the double page 
drawing by Bateman, the color page by 
Lawson Wood and the sketch by Will 
Owen are the first reproductions from 
a packet of English color which ar- 
rived about a fortnight ago. 

Included in this consignment are 
some of the best color pages we have 
ever had from our English representa- 
tives, and subsequent issues will be 
especially rich in color pages by fa- 
mous English illustrators who need no 
introduction to Puck readers. 

Next week, McDonald of London, 
celebrated for his clever pages filled to 
the brim with ideas, is represented with 
a color subject. James Huneker re- 
views the work of the Ballet Russe now 
in this country, and his critique is illus- 
trated with the original sketches made 
by Ludwig Kainer, of Leipsic. An en- 
tirely new department, “ The Freedom 
of the Press,” begins next week, and 
we predict that it will give Puck read- 
ers an entirely new kind of laugh. 

Those readers who would be assured 
of receiving the numbers fer which this 
new color is scheduled are strongly 
counseled to take advantage of the 
handy little coupon on page 21. Pin 
a dollar bill to it and get the next thir- 
teen numbers by mail. 


































































































The Colonel requests that his name 
be removed from all Presidential pri- 
mary ballots. “‘ A complete disavowal,” 
as it were. 





The Kaiser, say his doctors, will be 
able * resume his work this month. 
—Cable despatch. 

The Kaiser’s job is to attend first- 

nights at all the various theatres of 

war. In this capacity, the Kaiser de- 

serves to be known as “ Diamond Jim” 

Hohenzollern. 





George W. Perkins talks of sound- 
ing the Progressive keynote for 1916. 
It is quite superfluous. The Progres- 
sive keynote will be sounded in good 
season by another person, and the 
sound, as heretofore, will be in the key 


of |, 


As the letter is a private one it could 
not be obtained for publication. 
—Political news story. 

What has become of 
journalistic enterprise? Were not the 
“Gloves and Gaunts ”’ letters private? 
Was there not a decided element of pri- 
vacy in the letters to “ My dear Sena- 
tor”? Could it be said of the letters 
in the waste basket at Mount Clemons 
that they were public documents? Go 
to! Journalism in this town is deterio- 
rating. 


Could not? 





What is to be the rallying cry in this 
year’s campaign? The Full Shrapnel 
Shell? 











THE CURE FOR HIS COMPLAINT 


Dr. Wirson (to Uncle yee a 
pork diet and take all of this 


Cut out that 














THE ALCHEMIST 
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Drawn by K. R. Chamberlain 














There seems to be a desire in Brook- 
lyn to understand anarchy. I want to 
know, others want to know. 

President of a Brooklyn Woman’s Club. 

So? Let the lady consult the riders 
on any Brooklyn “L” train during 
rush hours. They are all anarchists, 
including the trainmen. 





John D. Rockefeller presented Billy 
Sunday with two paper vests the other 
day. It is a safe bet that Billy looked 
the paper carefully over and was a bit 
chagrined at not finding it negotiable. 





We shall try to make New York @ 
city to be respected by the transient. 
—Comstock’s successor. 
The trouble with making a city “ re- 
spected by the transient” is that it is 
so apt to “hurt business.” The tran- 
sients go somewhere else. 





A justice of the New York Supreme 
Court has ruled that “keyhole evi- 
dence” is not sufficient in a divorce 
case. What does he want? Does he 
expect every door to be fitted with a 
periscope? 





From an interview with the German 
Crown Prince: “It rains every day, 
and everything is wet.” In time, doubt- 
less, the sayings of the Crown Prince 
will be as famous as those of Marcus 
Aurelius. 














One of the aims of the Progressive 
National Party is “the dethronement 
of invisible government.” Except, of 
course, when “ practical men” are to 
be consulted. 















Boss Barnes declares that Theodore 
Roosevelt is “itching to get back into 
office.” So? Boss Barnes, we take it, 
would be heartily in favor of “ scratch- 
ing ” him. 















The Republicans and Progressives 
should come together, because of the 
great essentials on which they agree. 

—Theodore E. Burton. 
The greatest essential on which they 
agree is that both are out and both want 
to get in. 
















It is odd that Germany never told 
Belgium and Servia that they were be- 
ing “ benevolently assimilated.” 
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THE NEWS IN RIME 


Verses by GEORGE S. KAUFMAN 


Unique is he without a cold, 
As per our last week’s clipping; 
But even though the tale is old, 
You must admit it’s gripping. 
For who is neutral in the war 
Of vigor versus sneezes? 
Our stand is firm: 
We're anti-germ, 
Yet thankful for the wheezes. 























The price of marks took quite a dip— 
Marks that no more are shining 
(One might say German marksman- 
ship 
Is steadily declining). 
The Ford affair was buried with 
Unmilitary honors. 
Avaunt, O dreams! 
It surely seems 
As though the Moose are goners. 


Although the builders gave it out 
That autos will be gearless, 
Pedestrians, beyond a doubt, 
Will still be eye- and ear-less. 
The Kaiser squelched a paper and 
Refused ye Ed a pardon; 
Denied his art, 
Will not the heart 
Of Maximilian Harden? 


If Teddy R. were president, 
His followers berate us, 
He would not be at all content 
With Europe’s present status. 
He’d move Siberia to Greece 
And Sweden to the Congo, 
While Germany 
Would certainly 
Have been abolished long ’go. 


*Twas Wagner made the Teuts begin 
This war of devastation; 
If so, why couldn’t Irv Berlin 
Accomplish its cessation? 
Young Charlie Morse acquired some 
ships; 
Great Britain, altruistic, 
No longer shells 
The Dardanelles, 


Yet seems quite optimistic. 





Illustrations by MERLE JOHNSON 


The President is clear and frank 
In re the goal he'll fire at; 
He will not walk a one-term plank 
To please just any pirate. 
The Government desires to tax 
The omnipresent movie; 
A matinee 
Is played each day 
By dear old Mount Vesuvy. 














The Congressman demands a plum 
To please the local palate; 


Our Teddy’s name was stricken from 


A short (and ugly) ballot. 
Some say the war has failed to set 
Great verse in circulation; 
H’m — have they, though — 
Er — do they know 
A Certain Publication? 
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By Hy Mayer 


“ BURBANKING ” THE BIG STICK 
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Vote for. 


HE Democratic candidate for President is 
virtually settled — and so is the Republican. 
Of course we are all expected to believe that Root, 
Burton and Hughes are possibilities as the Repub- 
lican candidate. But these men actually are not 
even considered by the Wall Street interests 
which dominate G. O. P. politics. They are but 
stalking horses. The Republican-Progressive- 
Wall Street ticket will be Roosevelt and probably 
Whitman, the world’s champion team of crook- 
catchers united for the first time under one man- 
ager — The Gary Diners. The management. 
wishes to assure the public that no expense is to 
be spared in staging this wonderful act. The 
managers are, of course, assuming this expense 
purely in the interest of the people and expect no 
return whatever on their large financial invest- 
ment. 

Thus points the hand of fate. The voters will 
have to decide — decide whether they want Wood- 
row Wilson, who has proven himself in the severe 
test of the last few years, or Col. Roosevelt. Presi- 
dent Wilson has preserved our country in peace 
—an achievement for which not only America, 
but the whole world owes him a debt of gratitude. 
What of his opponent? War with Mexico and 
war with Germany are only two of the.conflicts 
in which he has tried to hurl us. His hectoring, 
bullying tone towards foreign governments has 
been matched only by his equally unseemly at- 
tacks upon our own. 

If Americans want peace and prosperity with 
honor, they will maintain in office the Adminis- 
tration that has demonstrated its ability to give 
them both. If Americans want war, war, war, 
they will install in Washington, Roosevelt, Whit- 
man, Barnes and Root, and the rest of the crew 
which Wall Street delegated Judge Gary to or- 
ganize for victory. “Anything to beat Wilson 
(even though it be civil war)” is a slogan and 
ideal worthy of Wall Street and “malefactors of 
great wealth.” It is not quite what one expects 
from an ex-President of the United States, how- 
ever greedy for office and jealous of success. 


Can Viereck Go Back ? 


pes is a true. story, all except the name. We 
print it, with the recommendation that all 
those German-Americans now in this country 
who are vociferously swearing their allegiance to 
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the Fatherland, read it, and ponder over it well. 
As we said before, it is a true story. 

Gottlieb Wernicke came to this country from 
Germany when ten years of age. He was poor, 
desperately so. His first job was in a candy shop, 
where his earnings left little enough after he had 
contributed his mite to the family’s pittance that 
went for food. 


Gottlieb increased his earnings by easy stages, 
and early in manhood found himself the,proprietor 
of his own candy store. He married, had chil- 
dren, and worked hard to produce the comforts 
which his family learned to expect in their com- 
parative prosperity. He never, however, found 
time to become naturalized. 


Then the time came when he felt that longing 
to return to the Fatherland. It was a great day 
in the Wernicke family when the father announced 
that they were to return to the land from which 
he bad emigrated thirty years before. 

. . . 


Thirty-six hours after Gottlieb Wernicke set 
foot in his home town, he received a call from a 
representative of the local military authorities. 
Had he completed his military service? Was he 
an American citizen ? What, not naturalized, and 
without his military certificate? We must see the 
Commandant. 


The Commandant was immovable. But my 
dear fellow, it is the Kaiser’s law. You must serve 
your time in the army. Your wife and children? 
It makes no difference, my man, it is the law. 

And Gottlieb Wernicke was dragged off to the 
barracks, dragged away from his wife, his chil- 
dren, his all. Back in America his business lan- 
guished, and then died. His savings went to keep 
his family during the years he served the Kaiser’s 
colors. 


He emerged from the army middle aged, poor, 
ill-prepared to make a new start. That is all the 
Fatherland cared for him. 


How many of the Vierecks, the Hexamers, the 
Bartholdts defaming America to-day would dare 
go back to the land of their birth, even if safe 
passage were assured them ? 


Something for “Practical Men” to Consider 


iy the Statute of Limitations work gener- 
ously to the advantage of the political 
pledge-maker? It must, or the following pledge, 
made by Theodore Roosevelt some years prior 
to the campaign of 1912, would now prove em- 
barrassing to the “Anything-to-Beat-Wilsonites”: 

“The wise custom which limits the President to 

two terms regards the substance and not the form, 


and under no circumstances will I be a candidate 
for, or accpet another term.” 


Perhaps when one “stands at Armageddon and 
battles for the Lord,” one’s candidacy should not 
be numbered among the minutiae of mundane 
politics. 































































































“The Biggest Bluff in History” 


The London Standard spoke glowingly of the Dardanelles 
retreat as a great achievement of British arms. “The biggest 
bluff in the history of the war has been brought off,” it said. 
“The new record of the British army is the triumph of 
organization.” ; 

When Napoleon quit at Moscow and came hiking back to 

France, 
(O, the snow it was a-blowing and the ice was icy cold) 

A correspondent asked him for the story in advance, 


(O, listen to the story which the great Napoleon told) 


He stopped his steed a moment — it was going rather fast — 
(O, the road behind was crowded but the way was 
clear ahead) 
And the correspondent chuckled, “I have got some news 
at last,” 
For this was what the great Napoleon said: 


“T’ve just pulled off the biggest bluff in history; 
Triumphant is my army in defeat. 
In face of such success, it is a mystery 
Why folks persist in saying I retreat. 
Retreat and I, my boy, are utter strangers; 
The facts will be apparent soon enough; 
There’s congestion in the rear, 
But the going’s good from here; 
Just say I’m making hist’ry’s biggest bluff.” 











When Washington was busiest one foggy August night, 
(O, the battle of Long Island it was over for the day) 
He executed neatly what the British called a “ flight,” 
(O, he kept his fires burning and he got his men away) 
If Washington had known about the Dardanelles cam- 
paign, 
(O, alas, of course he couldn’t have, we cheerfully con- 
fess) 
He might have thus corrected them, their error was so 
plain, 
And given out this statement to the press: 


“T’ve just pulled off the biggest bluff in history; 
Triumphant is my army in defeat. 
In face of such success, it is a mystery 
Why Howe persists in saying I retreat. 
I’m amazed to hear the British think they beat us; 
We simply steal a little of their stuff, 
And announce the while we cross 
That we won despite our loss; 
We’re engaged in making hist’ry’s biggest bluff.” 














Drawn by H. J. Westerman 


THE CAT’S-PAW 
Contractors’ Rinc: You’ve gotta hand it to him, yuh get me ? 
Ex-Convict: But Osborne’s a friend to us guys, I— I — 


Contractors’ Rinc: Friend! Don’t get sentimental. Y’do as I say or 
y'know what you get, don’t yuh? Yuh know what “ railroaded” 
means, don’t yuh ? 


When Pharaoh chased the Israelites with all his mighty 
host, 
(O,'Pharaoh was the Kaiser of his day and generation) 
As weighty waves enveloped him, he bubbled up a boast, 
(O, the fate of wicked Pharaoh has our warmest appro- 
bation) 
His chariot atop of him, he couldn’t swim a stroke, 
(O, he’d swallowed quarts of water and was very wet 
inside) 
But ere he breathed his final breath, a final word he 
spoke; 
He struggled to the surface and he cried: 


“T’ve just pulled off the biggest bluff in history; 
Triumphant is my army in defeat. 
In face of such success, it is a mystery 
Why folks persist in saying I retreat, 
Retreat and I (glub-glub) are utter strangers; 
I never know when I have had enough; 
If you think I’m feeling faint, 
Let me here remark, I ain’t; 


I am (gurgle) making hist’ry’s biggest bluff.” 
—A. H. F. 
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For Decency’s Sake 
“IT want you to do me a favor.” 
A nice looking man with an anxious 
face entered the auto salesroom and 
had taken the manager aside. 
“Certainly, 
£ S sir,’ said that 
6 = gentleman. 
if “Your car is all 
right, I pre- 

{ hey sume?” 

The man 
. looked around 
fearfully. 

“ Perfect.” 

“ Haven’t had 
to spend ‘any 
money on it, have you?” 








“No, sir. Runs like magic, goes 
anywhere at a moment’s notice, no trou- 
ble at all, but 4 

The man lowered his voice. 

“Will you take it back?” 

“What can you mean?” 

“T don’t want it. We don’t want it. 
As a favor — of course, I expect to pay 
a reasonable amount.” 

The manager looked astounded. 

“T cannot understand what you 
mean,” he said. “If I remember 
rightly, when you bought your car you 
said that you were the only ones in 
your neighborhood who didn’t have 





; one. 
| “Ah! That is the trouble. You 
have got to take that car back. It’s a 


case of social extermination,: life or 


death. Will you do it?” 


“Why, I suppose I will have to if 
you insist upon it, but I fail to see the 
logic of your argument. Everybody 
has an auto now. Tell me what the 
trouble is.” 

The man smiled furtively back. 

“You see, it’s 
like this,” he 
said. “We were 
Np the only people 
ei in our commu- 














Thal Plow nen 
IN THE MODE 
Reccy (phoning): Thanks awfully, old man, 
but I cawn’t take luncheon with you; I’m en- 
gaged with my tailor. I’m having my pajamas 
trimmed with fur 







































Drawn by Will Owen of London 


HOLIDAY FICTION 


Guiose Trotrer: Of course you went up the Nile ? 


Tue BuurrF: By jove, yes! 


What a view from the summit! 





nity who did not have a car and every- 
body else came to rely upon taking 
us out. There was nothing else for 
them to do but take us out. They got 
tired of doing everything else, and so 
we were ridden about in other people’s 
cars constantly until we got ours. Now 
all the people in the neighborhood are 
so mad to think their occupation has 
gone that they have practically ostra- 
cized us, and so the only thing to do is 
to get back to where we were before or 
else be exterminated.” 

The manager grasped him by the 
hand, the unbidden tears coming to his 
eyes. 

“My dear sir,” he said; “ this is the 
most pathetic case I have ever heard 
of. Of course we will take that car 
back.” 


A New York taxicab. chauffeur was 
robbed by his passenger. Pretty soon 
we'll be reading about a trawler torpe- 
doing a submarine. 
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KEEPING HIS WITS ABOUT HIM 













































Winter Slam- 
Academy ming the 

Acad- 
emy is an old sport of 
critics. For over a dec- 
ade I indulged in the 
game, so I sympathize 
with the new genera- 
tion of scribes who 
wander up to West 
Fifty-seventh Street, 


Wig. 
there to hurl invectives ts A 
@) ch * eloquent, in workman- 


yo / Ts 
ry James cher 


at the meek little exhi- 
bitions of the National Academy of 
Design. The Winter show is on now 
and is neither more nor less interest- 
ing than its many predecessors at this 
season of the year. Winter Academies are seldom, if ever, 
remarkable for anything; the present one is highly com- 
mendable for the grouping of the pictures and sculpture. 
All the old guard is to the fore, while the younger men are 
not too boisterously original. An excellent thing in youth! 
The prizes were awarded to the precise persons to whom 
they should have been awarded (don’t trip over the word- 
ing!) for what, after all, are juries of award if not to single 
out mediocrity? And this Winter Academy is positively 
golden in its mediocrity, with here and there a picture pop- 
ping above its fellows calling for mention because of its dis- 
tinction. But this rarely happens. 


The Make way for the pfizes! I set them down, not 
Prizes because they are artistically important — with one 

exception — but for the sake of the record. The 
Thomas R. Proctor prize was awarded to Cecilia Beaux for 
the best portrait. This the exception. It is one of the most 
interesting canvases in the exhibition, whether viewed as 
paint or psychology. Paul Dougherty won the Carnegie 
prize for “ the most meritorious oil painting.” His “ Octo- 
ber Morning” is characteristic, therefore “ meritorious.” 
The Isidor medal and Altman First prize were awarded to 
Charles W. Hawthorne for a canvas entitled “ The Offer- 
ing.” The Altman Second prize was given to Daniel Ger- 
ber, and the Helen Foster Barnett prize went to Paul Herzl 
for his sculpture. Mr. Hawthorne’s composition is of the 
popular kind, and will attract those to whom a halo spells 
symbolism. It is an average performance technically con- 
sidered. The show picture is undoubtedly Daniel Garber’s 
“ Tanis,” a pretty child in a sunny garden, painted with 
photographic precision, a Christmas card, if you will, but 
hardly of much artistic significance. Mr. Herzl has mod- 
eled a struggle between a lioness and a cobra. It is spirited 
and is in bronze. 


The I roamed around seeking something solid to de- 
Pictures vour, but almost everywhere found the usual 

anemic prettiness, fashionable dolls, wonder- 
fully attired, pink anecdotes, stale landscapes and marines, 
and the inevitable genre subject. I wondered if Hawthorne 
contemplated a march on the sacrosanct domain of Ab- 
bott H. Thayer, greatest among our purveyors of sentimen- 
tal idealism. I admired the sterling portrait of August 
Janssen by William M. Chase, a sober, dignified work of 
art, without any psychological fuss or feathers, though suf- 
ficiently characteristic to set pealing in your memory the 
thrice famous phrase: “ Janssen wants to see you!” Now 
you may see him framed, but not subdued. Easily the most 
beautiful landscape is that of Ernest Lawson, “ First 
Spring” (No. 291) ; beautiful because of its lyric and subtle 
tonalities, beautiful because of its imaginative quality. Mr. 
Lawson sees something besides the topography of a scene. 


He has a rich color 
sense, best of all he 
possesses the sense po- 
etic. He doesn’t at- 
tempt to paint the 
“soul of a landscape,” 
knowing well that the 
“state of soul” in an 
artist can be expressed 
only in terms of art, 
not as a poetical ab- 
straction. His work is 


ship satisfying, suggestive in idea. His 
““Squatter’s Cabin” (No. 149) is 
charming art. “ Building New York,” 
by Leon Kroll, is an attractive canvas, 
not as large in intention as, say, a Brangwyn handling of a 
similar theme, yet revealing personal vision. The portrait of 
a lady by the President, J. Alden Weir, is not as captivating 
in treatment as it might be. We expect Mr. Weir to strike 
twelve in every picture. I have nothing but admiration for 
the facile cleverness of F. Luis Mora, who is brilliant in 
his portrait of “Two Brunettes.” He plays better off his 
own bat, Spanish as it is, than Waldo Pearce and his Zuo- 
lagagian effects. Among the marines the “ Autumn Fleet” 
of Jones Lie is a sincere transcription of a familiar scene, 
and Childe Hassam’s “A Town in France,” while not oblit- 
erating memories of his lovely fagade on his Chinatown pic- 
ture (that exquisite pigeon-egg blue still sings in my mem- 
ory), nevertheless is a noteworthy offering full of savant 
color relations that charm and stimulate. A still-life by the 
son of Emil Carlsen intrigues the fancy; the surface is very 
appealing. Frieseke is growing prettier every day. He 
may become, if he is not careful, a larger F. S. Church. 
George Bellows lets loose his dissonant choir in his “ Nude 
With a Parrot.” I prefer the old canvas by George Luks 
of the “ Woman and the Perroquet.” Artistically speaking, 
Luks and Bellows are brethren. There are plenty of other 
pictures that demand mention, favorable and unfavorable, 
but space forbids. The sculpture is particularly noteworthy. 
Scarpitta’s bust of Albert Groll, the bust of William M. 
Chase by A. Polasek, the portrait of Joan Brush by Gerome 
Brush, Charles A. Grafly’s strong presentment of the vet- 
eran artist, Frank Duveneck, and works by Chester Beach, 
R. Hinton Perry, Daniel C. French, Miss Eberle, Edith Bur- 
roughs — whose death is a genuine loss to American art — 
C. H. Hinton, Janet Scudder and the finely executed medals 
of Bernice Langton are worth seeing more than once. I’ve 
attended less interesting Winter Academy shows. 





Mr. Montross has thus far this season led in At the 
the variety and significance of his exhibitions. Montross 
He is hospitable to “Les Jeunes,’ among (Galleries 
whom Max Weber recently showed his oils, 

water colors, pastels and sculpture. Chinese art is still to 
be seen and the Cézanne pictures, oils and water colors were 
so many feathers in the cap of this enterprising art impre- 


sario. They will be dealt with later. Childe Hassam’s vital 


art was on view for several weeks, and his range in its sev- 
eral mediums extorted the praise of art lovers. Mr. Has- 
sam’s brush dwells lovingly in landscapes from the Isle of 
Shoals to San Francisco. His sparkling and iridescent wa- 
ter and vivid sunshine were in gratifying evidence, while 
his mastery of structural details must not be overlooked; in 
a word, the defects of his qualities are growing less with the 
years. He took up etching last summer and the results of 
his labors with the needle were shown at the Keppel Gal- 
lery. A painter-etcher, his plates reveal a sensitivity to the 
(Continued on page 20) 
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Bills, Bills and Bills! 

Facing grave international compli- 
cations, it was to be expected that in- 
dividual members of Congress would 
dive to new depths of bathos; nor have 
we suffered the slightest disappoint- 
ment. 

One enterprising member wants a 
$12,000,000 munition plant at the head 


of Lake Superior and a $10,000,000 
academy at Fort Snelling, 


We will give the class in 


military 
Minnesota. 
politics one guess at the state from 
which this gentleman hails. Minne- 


sota. Quite right, Mr. Voter. 
Another member — yes, from Kan- 

sas, you guessed it — wants to estab- 

lish the International Federation of the 
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World, with the island of Porto Rico 
as its capital, which would serve as a 
police court for all the peoples of the 
earth. But why saddle little Porto 
Rico with the job when there is St. 
Helena without a tenant? 


After all, amid all this tomfoolery, 
the gentlemen in Congress may entirely 
lose sight of their annual revel in pork. 
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CAPTAIN KID’S TREASURES 

















Painted by Nell Hatt 














* United We Stand” 


What the Man in New York says: 
“ Preparedness? Why, there’s only one 
way to tackle it and that’s the right 
way. We should have a coast defense 
and a navy powerful enough to baffle 
any attempt at invasion. No matter 
what it cost, it would be cheap.” 


What the Man in Ohio says: “ Pre- 
paredness? Why, sure, I’m in favor of 
it, but we ought to go about the thing 
rationally. No need of getting excited, 


nobody’s going to hurt us. The navy 
should be kept up to a decent degree of 
efficiency, but there are other things to 
spend money for beside battleships.” 


What the Man in Indiana says: 
“Preparedness? Well, if you should 
ask me, I’d say that the danger of in- 
vasion had been grossly exaggerated. 
My home and family are just as safe 
now as they would be if we had a hun- 
dred more dreadnoughts. There’s a lot 
of hysteria about this thing.” 
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What the Man in Kentucky says: 
“Preparedness? Yes, I’ve heard tell 
of it, but I reckon it’s just another of 
them scares. I’m not in favor of turn- 
ing this country over to the militarists.” 


What the Man in Missouri says: 
“ Preparedness? Shucks ! Who’s going 
to invade this country? All we’ve got 
to do is to mine the Mississippi River.” 


What the Man in Oklahoma says: 
“ Preparedness? Hell!” 
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LANDING BACK 








The Story of a Brave Young Couple who Left the City in Time 


I 
Disaster 

I remember the day when Herbert 
came home with that white, drawn face 
we had both dreaded to see. 

“It’s come,” he said. ‘ My office 
gave me notice. And here I am, fifty 
years old, and a broken-down clerk.” 

“You're only thirty-two,” I said, 
‘and you're not a clerk.” 

“Well, perhaps not,” he yielded, 
“but in this kind of a story one has to 
be middle-aged and a clerk.” 


« 





Tore the electric cigar lighter out 


I tried my best to cheer Herbert. 
“Don’t be downcast,” I said. “‘ We 
will go to a farm and begin our strug- 
gle.” That evening we talked over our 
plans between dances at Derry’s. Her- 
bert told me the worst. He had less 
than half a million left. 

“Cheer up!” I cried. 
manage somehow.” 

As we started away the next morn- 
ing, not without misgivings, Herbert 
tore the electric cigar-lighter out of the 
limousine. 

“We must economize,” he said bold- 
ly, “ and now is the time to begin.” 

I knew that he was in deadly earn- 
est. We would win! We must win! 


II 
Tue Farm 

“We want a farm,” said Herbert to 
the real estate agent at Chortlehurst- 
on-Hudson. “One with roses twining 
the porch, and a cow.” : 

The agent explained that, as it was 
midwinter, it was a bit difficult to get 
enough roses to twine a porch, let alone 
acow. But he had the very place for 
us, he said. It was a tiny place, with 


“We will 


only seventeen master’s bedrooms and 
five baths, but we could make it do. 
There were 872 acres, of which 800, 
the man said, were in tilth. Herbert 
and I never had eaten any tilth, so we 
were doubtful at first, but the agent 
said it would be easy to put the land 
into ginseng, violets and mushrooms. 
So we rode out to the farm. It was 
then that we made a sickening dis- 
covery. 

“ People are living here!” cried Her- 
bert. “We want an abandoned farm.” 

The agent was reasonable. 

“If everything else is all right,” he 
said, “I will have it abandoned by 
noon to-morrow.” 

We moved in the next night, tired 
but happy. Herbert, already accus- 
tomed to the simplicity of our new life, 
came down to dinner in his tuxedo. 


III 
Pou.try 

We decided that I was to take charge 
of the poultry, and I made haste to or- 
der electric incubators and brooders, at 
the same time writing to our architects 
for plans for a chicken house of five 
rooms and bath. It would not do to be 
too ambitious at first. Then I ran to 
town to the poultry show to buy stock. 
Returning to the farm, I installed the 
nucleus of what was to be our future 
herd of chickens in an old house that 
did not have even steam heat. I said 
nothing to Herbert, who was wrapped 
up in his books on grapefruit culture. 

My egg results were discouraging. 
One day I asked one of our farm hands, 





Ibe. 
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whom Herbert had set to work shovel- 
ing the snow off a ten-acre pasture, 
whether he was familiar with hens. He 
said he had seen several. I took him 
to my poultry plant and showed him 
the hen — you see, I found that I had 
only enough money for one, because the 
pink charmeuse came to more than I 
expected — and asked him when he 
thought it ought to lay an egg. He 
said that he could not tell, but that if 
it ever did start laying there would be 
a fortune in it for us, as it would be 





Herbert came to dinner in a tuxedo 


the most remarkable hen in the world 
because it was a rooster. 
So the winter wore on. 


IV. 
Success 

March came, and we were at our 
plans for the coming year. As there 
was a large field in hay we decided that 
we must have a great flock_of cows to 
give cream, for one cannot eat much 
hay unless it is treated as a breakfast 
food. We were perplexed about the 
color for the cow stanchions, as the 
catalogues did not have them in French 
gray enamel. 

And then the blizzard! At the end 
of the first week Herbert came to me 
and said that the situation was tragic. 

“ Our coal is gone,” he said, “ all but 
fifty tons that the greenhouse man says 
he must use if we want a brace of rad- 
ishes next month. We must die, move, 
or go without radishes.” Of these, mov- 
ing seemed to be least hazardous. 

Our farm life is a great success, the 
caretaker writes us. He has promised 
to send us a cucumber when the trees 
bear. 
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Painted by Neli Hatt 








“United We Stand” 
What the Man in New York says: 
“ Preparedness? Why, there’s only one 
way to tackle it and that’s the right 
way. We should have a coast defense 
and a navy powerful enough to baffle 
any attempt at invasion. No matter 
what it cost, it would be cheap.” 


What the Man in Ohio says: “ Pre- 
paredness? Why, sure, I’m in favor of 
it, but we ought to go about the thing 


rationally. No need of getting excited, 


nobody's going to hurt us. The navy 
should be kept up to a decent degree of 
efficiency, but there are other things to 
spend money for beside battleships.” 


What the Man in Indiana says: 
“Preparedness? Well, if you should 
ask me, I'd say that the danger of in- 
vasion had been grossly exaggerated. 
My home and family are just as safe 
now as they would be if we had a hun- 
dred more dreadnoughts. There’s a lot 
of hysteria about this thing.” 
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What the Man in Kentucky says: 
“Preparedness? Yes, heard tell 
of it, but I reckon it’s just another of 
them scares. I’m not in favor of turn- 
ing this country over to the militarists.”’ 


I’ve 


What the Man in Missouri 
“ Preparedness? Shucks! Who’s going 
to invade this country? All we've got 
to do is to mine the Mississippi River.” 


says: 


What the Man in Oklahoma says: 
Hell!” 


“ Preparedness ? 
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LANDING BACK 


The Story of a Brave Young Couple who Left the City in Time 


I 


Disaster 

I remember the day when Herbert 
came home with that white, drawn face 
we had both dreaded to see. 

“It’s come,” he said. “ My office 
gave me notice. And here I am, fifty 
years old, and a broken-down clerk.” 

“You're only thirty-two,” I said, 
“and you're not a clerk.” 

“Well, perhaps not,” he yielded, 
“but in this kind of a story one has to 
be middle-aged and a clerk.” 





Tore the electric cigar lighter out 


I tried my best to cheer Herbert. 
“Don’t be downcast,” I said. “We 
will go to a farm and begin our strug- 
gle.” That evening we talked over our 
plans between dances at Derry’s. Her- 


bert told me the worst. He had less 
than half a million left. 
“Cheer up!” I cried. “We will 


manage somehow.” 

As we started away the next morn- 
ing, not without misgivings, Herbert 
tore the electric cigar-lighter out of the 
limousine. 

“We must economize,” he said bold- 
ly, “ and now is the time to begin.” 

I knew that he was in deadly earn- 
est. We would win! We must win! 


II 
Tue Farm 

“We want a farm,” said Herbert to 
the real estate agent at Chortlehurst- 
on-Hudson. “One with roses twining 
the porch, and a cow.” 

The agent explained that, as it was 
midwinter, it was a bit difficult to get 
enough roses to twine a porch, let alone 
a cow. But he had the very place for 
us, he said. It was a tiny place, with 


only seventeen master’s bedrooms and 
five baths, but we could make it do. 
There were 872 acres, of which 300, 
the man said, were in tilth. Herbert 
and I never had eaten any tilth, so we 
were doubtful at first, but the agent 
said it would be easy to put the land 


‘into ginseng, violets and mushrooms. 


So we rode out to the farm. It was 
then that we made a sickening dis- 
covery. 

“ People are living here!” cried Her- 
bert. “We want an abandoned farm.” 

The agent was reasonable. 

“If everything else is all right,” he 
said, “I will have it abandoned by 
noon to-morrow.” 

We moved in the next night, tired 
but happy. Herbert, already accus- 
tomed to the simplicity of our new life, 
came down to dinner in his tuxedo. 


III 
Povu.ttry 

We decided that I was to take charge 
of the poultry, and I made haste to or- 
der electric incubators and brooders, at 
the same time writing to our architects 
for plans for a chicken house of five 
rooms and bath. It would not do to be 
too ambitious at first. Then I ran to 
town to the poultry show to buy stock. 
Returning to the farm, I installed the 
nucleus of what was to be our future 
herd of chickens in an old house that 
did not have even steam heat. I said 
nothing to Herbert, who was wrapped 
up in his books on grapefruit culture. 

My egg results were discouraging. 
One day I asked one of our farm hands, 




















whom Herbert had set to work shovel- 
ing the snow off a ten-acre pasture, 
whether he was familiar with hens. He 
said he had seen several. I took him 
to my poultry plant and showed him 
the hen — you see, I found that I had 
only enough money for one, because the 
pink charmeuse came to more than I 
expected — and asked him when he 
thought it ought to lay an egg. He 
said that he could not tell, but that if 
it ever did start laying there would be 
a fortune in it for us, as it would be 





Herbert came to dinner in a tuxedo 


the most remarkable hen in the world 
because it was a rooster. 
So the winter wore on. 


IV. 
Success 

March came, and we were at our 
plans for the coming year. As there 
was a large field in hay we decided that 
we must have a great flock of cows to 
give cream, for one cannot eat much 
hay unless it is treated as a breakfast 
food. We were perplexed about the 
color for the cow stanchions, as the 
catalogues did not have them in French 
gray enamel, 

And then the blizzard! At the end 
of the first week Herbert came to me 
and said that the situation was tragic. 

“Our coal is gone,” he said, “ all but 
fifty tons that the greenhouse man says 
he must use if we want a brace of rad- 
ishes next month. We must die, move, 
or go without radishes.” Of these, mov- 
ing seemed to be least hazardous. 

Our farm life is a great success, the 
caretaker writes us. He has promised 
to send us a cucumber when the trees 
bear. 








The Court of Last Appeal 


Kaiser Wilhelm was explaining to an 
Ordinary Man the reasons for his 
methods of waging war. “ Now in re- 
gard to the Lusitania case,” remarked 
the Kaiser, “ there was nothing else to 
be ee 

“ Really,” interrupted the Ordinary 
Man, “ you'll have to excuse me. Why 
don’t you tell it to Sweeney?” 

So the Kaiser called upon Sweeney. 

“You see,” said the Kaiser to Swee- 
ney, attempting to arrange his hands 
in the manner which a divine personage 
should affect, “ you see, the reason why 
I broke faith with Belgium is very 
easily expl 2 

Sweeney drew out his watch and 
coughed loudly. “I simply must go 
out to see about a dog,” he interrupted 
rudely, “ but the Marines would prob- 
able be glad to hear your story.” 

So the Kaiser visited the barracks of 
the Marines. 

“Some people,” said he to the Ma- 
rines, dilating his nostrils in order to 
discover whether or not his mustache 
was grazing his nose in the true impe- 
rial manner, “some people have criti- 
cized me for allowing my men to bom- 
bard cathedrals and unfortified towns, 
thus killing large numbers of women 
and children. I am very glad te be 
able to silence my critics by telling you 
that 

At this moment a hoarse guffaw burst 
from the lips of a particularly horsey- 
looking Horse Marine in the front row 
of the Kaiser’s audience. “ Don’t tell 
it to us,” he roared. “ Tell it to the 
King of Denmark! He fell for Doc 
Cook!” At these words a loud cheer 
burst from the other Marines; and the 
Kaiser, scowling ferociously, strode 
haughtily away. 





























BOBBIE’S DREAM AFTER ATTENDING THE CIRCUS 





Drawn by P. L. Crosby 








In the course of time he arrived at 
the business address of the King of 
Denmark, and entered his office with 
the assured air with which anyone ap- 
proaches an equal whose position in life 
seems slightly inferior. 

“My friend,” said the Kaiser, glanc- 
ing toward the chandelier as though to 
remind the King of Denmark of his 
justly-famed heavenly partner and 
business associate above, “ my friend, 
a number of scurrilous attacks have 
been made on the fair name of the 
house of Hohenzollern because of the 
fact that I urged the Turks to continue 
the Armenian massacres. There was a 
good reason for this, however, as I can 
very quickly demonstr a 

The King of Denmark expectorated 
disgustedly into his waste-basket, and 
kicked the cat so enthusiastically that 
the Kaiser’s explanation was cut short. 








Drawn by W. E. Hill 


THE STORK TAKES UP THE SKATING FAD 
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“You know better than to come to 
me with any of that stuff!” said the 
King coldly, before the Kaiser had an 
opportunity to continue. “Tell it to 
the Marines.” 

“I wanted to,” protested the Kaiser 
plaintively, “but they wouldn’t listen 
to me.” 

“Well,” growled the King of Den- 
mark contemptuously, “ why don’t you 


‘ tell it to Sweeney?” 


“T tried to,” moaned the Kaiser, 
“ but he was too busy.” 


The King snorted, cocked his crown 
defiantly over his left ear, and picked 
up his fountain pen with the obvious 
intention of resuming his kinging at 
the point where he had been interrupted 
by the Kaiser’s entrance. “ You see. 
Bill,” said he in a weary voice, “ every- 
one’s onto you. Close the door behind 
you and don’t come back.” 


And the Kaiser, realizing that there 
was no more hope, staggered weakly 
out into the night, while the wind 
howled mournfully, and the three 
cigars in his vest pocket emitted dry 
cackles of mirth. 





There is a girl in New England so 
gifted with second sight that it is no 
pleasure for her to play cards. It 
would be pleasure for those who play 
with her, however. She wouldn’t be 
everlastingly saying to her partner be- 
fore she “made” it: “Oh, goodness! 
I wish I could see what’s in your 
hand!” ; 





The shoplifter who carried a baby 
with her on business trips had a long 
head. If a baby has sticky fingers, 
even a grand piano would adhere to the 
little darling. 
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"A TEXAS STEER" 





















1F HE TALKS AT ALL, THE COLONEL 
WILL PROBABLY SAY A FEW WORDS To 


My 
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THE “LINGERIE DIPLOMATS 5 PENFIELD AND PAGE. 
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DIPLOMATS ATTENTION! 
“A WISE OLD OWL LIVED IN AN OAK, 
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THE MORE HE SAW THE LESS HE SPOKE, 
THE LESS HE SPOKE THE MORE HE HEARD \ 
WHY CAN'T WE BE LIKE THAT OLD BIRD?” 


a 





REMEMBER 


HERE REPRESENTING THE 
U.S. You'RE NOT DOING A 
A WAR MONOLOGUE! 
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GETTING THEM ALL TO~ 

2. GETHER, A SUGGESTION 
MORGENTHAU | THAT THEY EMULATE 
+ OUR REPRESENTA 


CONSTANTINOPLE 
WOULD NOT BE AMISS 





- * WILSON HAS MADE 
ANOTHER TERRIBLE 
MISTARE! WHY DIDN'T HE 
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COLONEL HOUSE’S MISSION TO THE “LINGERIE DIPLOMATS ” 


“Col. House will be expected to impress 
Ambassador Walter Hines Page with the 
fact that he is not the superior Amer- 
ican representative and that his func- 
tions do not overlap into any of the 
other countries which have American 
Ambassadors. 

“Several weeks ago Mrs. Penfield at Vi- 


enna desired certain articles shipped from 
England. Ambassador Page handled the 
matter in a manner that did not please the 
Ambassador at Vienna. Ambassador Ge- 
rard at Berlin desired some clothes for 
his own use. Ambassador Page did not 
take the matter up fast enough to suit 
him. 
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“As far as can be ascertained, about the 
only Ambassador whom Col. House will not 
be expected to improve in the art of diplo- 
macy is Mr. Morgenthau at Constantinople. 
From all reports received at Washington, 
Ambassador Morgenthau appears to have 
handled his most difficult post with the 
greatest satisfaction.” —N. Y. World. 








Our Militant Toofies 
If you have teeth, you cannot be a 
pacifist. That much has been settled 
by Henry Ford. Listen to Henry: 

I am against preparedness of every 
sort. A man does not arm himself even 
with a knife and fork unless he intends 
to attack something. If he arms him- 
self with a knife and fork he intends 
to attack an oyster or a piece of meat. 


Is it not obvious? You may do away 
with knife and fork, but in so doing 
you fool nobody. While you still have 
teeth, you still intend “to attack some- 
thing.” True, you do not use your mo- 
lars and bicuspids in a primitive cave- 
man manner. But nevertheless you do 
permit your teeth to remain in your 
head, and their mere presence is an ad- 
mission, a confession. You are at heart 
a militant. You intend “to attack 
something.” 

If you want a striking instance of 
the relation between teeth and mili- 
tancy, look at Theodore. He has all 
kinds of teeth and all kinds of mili- 
tancy. Washington was militant at 
times, but he is said to have had false- 
teeth; he could be a pacifist at will. 
There is hope for a man with false- 
teeth. At certain hours in the twenty- 
four, he would not think of attacking 
anything, unless it were milk toast. 

One might pursue the subject indefi- 
nitely, but let us refrain. It is not a 
matter to quibble over. If you have 
teeth, prepare to shed them now. 
Otherwise your sobs for war victims 
are but the sniffings of a Pecksniff; 
your tears but crocodile tears. A child 
is born toothless; therefore peaceful. 
In proportion as he aims “to attack 
something” he cuts his teeth. Unless 
you become as little children, you can- 
not be pacifists. The dentist works 








* Anywhere 








“ SOMEWHERE * .IN FRANCE” 





Drawn by Ralph Barton 
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from eight in the morning until dark; 
Sundays by appointment. Peace to 
thee! 





In Germany there are U-boats, in 
England E-boats. France, if she wants 
to live up to her musical comedy repu- 
tation, should refer to hers as Z-boats. 


Billy Sunday has visited Lakewood 





professionally. And people go to 
Lakewood for a rest! 
The present indications are that 


it will have to be rechristened the 
Vamoose Party. 


ADVENTURES ON THE CLOTHES-LINE — VIII 
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* Come on, dear; we'll be just in 
time for tea” 


“Where do the Van Nests live, please ?” 
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© This is their country seat next door, but 
they’ve closed it up for the winter” 
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FIRST AID 
Srranvep Mororist: Could I phone a garage 
from your place ? 
Osuicinc Native: Waal, I ain’t got no tele- 
phone, but I could give ye a posta 





Ticker Topics 

“ Sh—sh—sh. Close the door. The 
contract’s mine. Russian Government, 
—three million shells. We munitions 
brokers don’t put one across every day, 
but when we do, my friend, why then = 
it’s worth while, isn’t it? 99 

“Contract signed? Why — er — no, ” Home Ts What You Make It 
but it will be, to-morrow afternoon. 








t 


Going to take the Russian attaché out This may be a compliment or a criticism, according 

to lunch to-morrow and fix up the last : ? 

details. to the taste of the home furnisher, and the materials 
“ By the way, old man, I’m just a’ with which he or she has to work. 


trifle short and need a little extra for 
that lunch to-morrow. You will? — 


that’s very good of you. How much? The February Sale of 








Why, thank you, A Dotiar Witt Do 

hg rang Abraham and Straus 
Drafts on Germany can be bought at Furniture of Merit 

almost as big a discount in Switzerland , . 

as in the United States. provides an excellent opportunity, as to good taste and 
Probably that, too, is because of the quality, for choosing the Furniture that will help’to assure 

a a So ee ee a delightful home atmosphere, at prices well within the 
The trial of the New Haven direc- reach of the average purse. 


tors is over. It took ten weeks and 
cost goodness knows how much money. ane ee eeeres See .. 
Two tons of paper were used in making Mahogany Vink 
the record, which consists of fifteen Settee, $16.50 Arm Chair or Rocker, $8.50 
volumes, containing 2,000,000 words. Library Table, $21.00 

True, but think of the Results! 


Private Subway Mail Orders 
Stocks without any par value are Betton 6 ee. ABRAHAM = STRAUS ey cone 
popular these days. They’re great lit- BROOKLYN, NEW YORK 
tle stimulators of the imagination. A 
“Par Value, — 


stock certificate with 

$100” printed on it is plainly enough 
not worth much more than a hundred 
dollars — even if you can buy it for 


twenty. But a stock without any par 





















































value—ah, that is something else. RY Bee the: i Fada 

Some deluded individual may be will- A \e ae ge 

ing to sell it to you for twenty or thirty CP gg Boles Pe a 

or fifty dollars, but who knows that its Ne ; % Twenty-nine Years Before The First 

real value isn’t five hundred? RA es | Canal Was Built, Carstairs Rye had 

®  Uie epee the “to notch” of perfection. 

He was looking sadly over his month- , ed i @e “eed ell deat pono 

ly broker’s statement — a hundred Cru- “pS i fy today, in the non-refillable bottle—“A 





cible bought at 109, two hundred Lo- | [a * Good Bottle to Keep Good Whiskey 
comotive at 153, etc., etc. si 
“Ah,” he murmured, “the War 


Brides of to-day are the War Widows m4 > America’s Greatest Quarterly 
Piemengs from Pack tes 0 oon 








of to-morrow. 
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ELTINGE “iucc Wea ase. a2 


SELWYN & CO. PRESENT 


FAIR AND WARMER 


A farce for laugh lovers by AVERY HOPWOOD 





LONGACRE "5.0 its" 
COHAN & HARRIS aioe 


LEO DITRICHSTEIN 


IN HIS COMEDY SUCCESS 


THE GREAT LOVER 








48th ST. THEATRE ‘ttrconay 


Evenings 8:15 Matinee Thursdays and Saturdays 2:15 


JUST A WOMAN 


By EUGENE WALTER 





PLAYHOUSE Seminars sor! ences 


nd Saturday, 2:15 


GRACE GEORGE 


AND HER PLAYHOUSE COMPANY IN 


BERNARD SHAW’S 


MAJOR BARBARA 





REPUBLIC “228803.272° 


A. H. Woods presents 


COMMON CLAY fz. 


With JOHN MASON and JANE COWL 





West. 42nd Street. Bryant 6344 
CAND LER evenings at 8.20 
Matinees Wednesday (Pop.) and Saturday at 2.20 
COHAN & HARRIS PRESENT 


THE HOUSE OF GLASS 


with Mary Ryan and the great all American cast 
Orch. $2 00, $1.50---500 Seats First Balcony 50c, Tic and $1.00 





HIPPODROME 


Management CHARLES DILLINGHAM 
WORLD'S GREATEST SHOW LOWEST PRICE 


iat, | HIP HIP HOORAY] £v'ss 


2:15 Pest | a erg 

25c to | & BAND ICE BALLET 

$1.00 | 1,000 People — 100 Wonders $1.50 
Sunday Nights, SOUSA and 








SHUBERT ATTRACTIONS 
IN NEW YORK 


BOOTH. .E. H. Sothern as DavidGarrick 
WINTERGARDEN. . A Worldof Pleasure 
a IRE The Blue Paradise 


39th STREET. . The Unchastened Woman 
MAXINE ELLIOTT’S. . .Robert Hilliard 


SE 5 060e idan Alone at Last 
REE Hobson’s Choice 
BEE « soc cvcccacben Katinka 














The Seven Arts 
(Continued from page 10) 
linear, and if reminiscent here and 
there of the technical methods of 
Whistler, Zorn, Haden, never fail in 
the robust personal quality of the 

American artist. 


Other It was with unfeigned | 


Exhibitions Pleasure that I at- 
tended an exhibition 


in the Durand-Ruel Galleries, consist- 
ing of some pictures by Claude Monet 
and Pierre Auguste Renoir. There we 
had in one room a selection from the 
works of these two great masters, and 
of varying periods. How the colors 
caress the eye, how the forms express 
the conceptions of their creators! The 
Maison Durand-Ruel is one of the few 
treasure islands here in these benighted 
days of hideous caricatures. And Mo- 
net and Manet and Renoir are its 
patron saints. At the Modern Gallery 
the eight specimens of Vincent Van 
Gogh were fascinating to those who ap- 
preciate his individual style. Picasso 
is there now; quite another matter. I 
enjoyed the delicate outlines of Eli 
Nadelman’s sculpture at the Photo-Se- 
cession Gallery, and at the Whitney- 
Richard Galleries I paid my tribute to 
a collection of pictures by George Bel- 
lows, of which “ Grandmother” and 
“Cloudy Day” testified to the vigor- 
ous art and personality of the painter. 
At the Reinhardt Galleries old and 
modern masters are hung. Of especial 
interest are the pictures of contempo- 
rary American artists. 














LIBERTY A LA MODE 


The Berlin war office is trying out a 
shoe which makes walking on water 
practicable. Wall Street might lay in 
a stock of them for future use. 


When writing to advertisers. please mention Fuck 
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ASTO BROADWAY & 45th STREET 
Evenings 8.20 


Matinees Wednesday (Pop.) and Saturday at 2.20 
Geo. M. Cohan’s Great American Farce 


Hit-the-Trail-Holliday 


with Fred Niblo as “Billy Holliday” 





NEW AMSTERDAM “y's: " 


Phone 3098 Bryant: Evs: 8.15. Matinees Wednesday and Sat. 2.15 
KLAW & ERLANGER PRESENT 


AROUND THE MAP 


Book by C. M. 8. McLellan. Music Herman Finck 
Seats Selling 8 Weeks in Advance 


After the Play Visit eee ements 
ZIEGFELD OF THE WORLD 
MIDNIGHT FROLIC 























New York's Leading 
Art Galleries 


Exhibitions Now in Progress 
Among the City’s Best Dealers 

















PARIS CHICAGO 


PAINTINGS 


HENRY REINHARDT 
565 Fifth Avenue 
New York 











MONTROSS GALLERY 


CEZANNE 
Exhibition 
JANUARY 3-3l1st 


EARLY CHINESE ART 
Collected by A. W. Bahr 


550 FIFTH AVENUE 
above 45th Street 
New York 


Catalogue Sent for 12 Cents 














Get the New Number of 
PICKINGS from PUCK 


If your newsdealer cannot supply this ex- 
traordinary quarterly, send 25 cents in stamps. 
to the publishers. 

210 Fifth Avenue, New York 



































THE GET-AWAY 
Tue Lanpiapy (in the morning): So! That’s 
what Second-Floor Back meant when he said 
he needed more blankets! 





GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER. 
“Its Purity Has Made It Famous.” 
50c. the case of six glass stoppered bottles. 





Rhymed Fashions 


There’s something prophetic 
Inecolors synthetic, 

In lingerie fashions so gay ; 
Pure white is high treason, 
The boudoir this season 

Is holding a rainbow soiree. 


There’s something distracting 
In Fashion’s exacting 
A nightrobe of purple or green; 
Lest the colors seem bold, 
Or Milady grow cold, 
A girdle of velvet is seen. 





There’s a whisper of spring 
In the butterfly’s wing, 
Enameled in blue of the sea; 
Even Fashion, ’tis plain, 
Must be neutral, so Spain ” 
Gives tone to the mode’s dernier cri. 








PORTO RICO 


O lovelier spot for a winter's outing than this 

“Island of Enchantment.” Rich in the traditions 

of four centuries of Spanish rule, with a climate 
more luxurious than that of Italy or Southern 
California. 


16-Day Cruise 
$94.50 = 


Including all Expenses 


You make the trip more comfortably than ever this winter, in 
10,000 ton steamers especially arranged for service in the tropics 
and sailing under the American Flag. 


Steamer is your hotel during entire trip, and the rate covers every 
expense from New York to and around the Island, touching at 
principal ports, and returning to New York. Duration of trip, six- 
teen days, with stop-over privileges if desired. 
Sailings every Saturday. Write for beautifully illustrated booklet. 
Address 

Cruising Department 


PORTO RICO LINE 


11 Broadway 


New York 
District Passenger Offices 
BOSTON PHILADELPHIA WASHINGTON NEW YORK 
192 Washington St. 701 Chestnat St. 1306 F St., N. W. 290 Broadway 























Just a Reminder— 


that the Three Months’ Trial 
Subscription for $1.00 is still ) 


a mighty popular form i 









of introduction ff 
to “America’s FA 
Cleverest 7 Puce 
S oamuumue 
” 
Weekly Pd 210 Fifth Avenue 
/ New York 
4 Enclosed find one 


- dollar (Canadian 

4 $1.13, Foreign $1.26) 

for which send me Puck, 

/ for three months, includ- 
ing the special Hoimar 











rs Pucx. 
Pin a dollar bill to the coupon 4 Nam 
and await interesting developments Iie 
ae City and Sale 
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Among those good resolutions, 
how about one for the purity 
and flavor of 


“The sip before Dinner’? 


CLUB COCKTAILS 


in* all varieties have for years 
been the selection of connoisseurs, 
who do not judge carelessly. 
They base their preference on the 
smoothness and flavor due to cor- 
rect blending of highest grade 
liquors by experts and careful 
aging in wood, 

You will agree with their verdict. 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO. 
"Heedeed 
Evar In — 
Ale- 
Ss 130 Years 
of Unceasing Effort by 4 Genera- 
tions of the Same Family 


1786—C. H. EVANS & SONS, HUDSON, N. Y.—1916 
WANTED— AN IDEA! 
Big 


es E 


DRAWING FOR a AND > pssanaaes, ETO, 
All Branches of Art Eee oon instruction 


MAIL = aa +; the right of ay 
choles ry PRACTICAL 8 SCHOOL Sen PRACTICAL W 
liste of 


Write tm successful PUPILS. 
ASSOCIATED ART STUDIOS Mort. M. » Director 
Day Uiasses— Evening Anstruetion 


Flatiron Bidg., N. ¥. Olty 


Do Business by Mail 


Start with accurate lists of names we 
furnish—build solidly. Choose from the 
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Ross-Gould, 806-E Olive St, St. Louis 


Ross-Gould 


Mailing 





RastS St.Louis 














—London Opinion. 
Dane, Europa: Have you boys been after the 
jam 





GERMANY AND AUSTRIA (together): * Certainly 
not! We hate the beastly stuff” 
Explained 


“I’m thinking of getting married, 
pa. What’s it like?” 

“You had a job as: janitor once, 
didn’t you?” 

** Yes.” 

“And you had a position as watch- 
man once, didn’t you?” 

“ Yes.” 

“‘ And you worked a , while as a care- 
taker, didn’t you?” 

—_ 

“Well, it’s a combination of all 
three jobs.” 

















—Simplicissimus, Munich. 
THE CLASS OF 1917— FRANCE 


* Prepared ” 

of England’s 

(The German press believe that England is 

not bearing her share of the war, but is using 
France as a cat’s-paw.) 


—Yes, for sacrifice in the place 
* slackers ” 


When writing to advertisers. please mention Puck 
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RANDMOTHER knew the 
benefits of Old Overholt Rye 
—how it cured colds and served to 
tide the patient to convalescence. 


Old Overholt Rye ; 


“Same for 100 years” 
still possesses the same help- | 
ful qualities, and is the 
premier whiskey for medi- 
cinal use in the home. 





















400 Rooms 400 Baths 


HOTEL ADELPHIA 


CHESTNUT art 18TH STREET 
Next to Wanamaker’s 


-PHILADELPHIA, PA. 


For all purposes the most conveniently 
purP“ocated hotel 


MODERATE TARIFF 
‘ DAVID B. PROVAN Mgr. Director 














(CF GRAINS 


1GARS 


“MADE AT KEY WESTJ= 








Pickings from PUCK 


A 64-page Quarterly filled to the 
brim with the beautiful color fea- 
tures that make Puck famous. 


All Newsstands —25 cents 
or direct from the publishers q 

















SUNNY. BROOK 


As A Pleasant Beverage and 
A Pure Wholesome Tonic 
It Has No Equal. 





Gude 
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“Good Spirits” 


BLACK & WHITE 


Scotch Whisky 


10 year old quality backed by the world’s largest reserve stocks 


SHAW 


The Highest Standard of Quality 
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THE WILLIAMS PRINTING COMPANY, NEW YORK 
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